that all this was almost only delirium; it is true, too, that I
knew she was in delirium and . . . did not take that fact into
consideration; perhaps she cannot forgive me for that now.
Yes, but that is now; but then, then? Why, she was not in
such a delirium and so ill then as to be utterly oblivious of
what she was doing; when she came to me with De Grieux's
letter she knew what she was doing.
I made haste to thrust all my notes and my heap of gold into
the bed, covered it over and went out ten minutes after Polina.
I made sure she would run home, and I thought I would slip
into them on the sly, and in the hall ask the nurse how the
young lady was. What was my astonishment when I learnt
from nurse, whom I met on the stairs, that Polina had not yet
returned home and that nurse was coming to me for her.
"She only just left my room about ten minutes ago; where
can she have gone?"
Nurse looked at me reproachfully.
And meanwhile it had caused a regular scandal, which by
now was all over the hotel. In the porter's room and at the
oter-kellner's it was whispered that Fraiilein had run out of the
hotel in the rain at six o'clock in the morning in the direction
of the H6tel d'Angleterre. From what they said and hinted,
I noticed that they all knew already that she had spent the
night in my room. However, stories were being told of the
whole family: it had become known all through the hotel that
the General had gone out of his mind and was crying. The
story was that Granny was his mother, who had come expressly
from Russia to prevent her son's marriage with Mile, de
Cominges, and was going to cut him out of her will if he dis-
obeyed her, and, as he certainly would disobey her, the
Countess had purposely thrown away all her money at roulette
before his eyes, so that he should get nothing. "Diese Russen!"
repeated the ob&r-kellner, shaking his head indignantly. The
others laughed. The ober-kettner was making out his bill. My
winning was known about already. Karl, my corridor
attendant, was the first to congratulate me. But I had no
thought for any of them. I rushed to the Hdtel d'Angleterre.
It was early; Mr, Astley was seeing no one; learning that it
was I, he came out into the corridor to me and stopped before
me, turning his pewtery eyes upon me in silence, waiting to
hear what I should say. I inquired about Polina.
"She is ill," answered Mr, Astley, looking at me as fixedly as
t>efore.